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PF AU JONES: 
| OR THER 
FIFE COAST GARLAND. 
A HEROI-COMICAL POEM. 
0 e burly burly fait? N Mio. 


PART L 


P.. tell us, good neighbours, whence all this affray ? 
(Quoth Trim), all this packing and poſting away, 
With cart-loads of luggage, aunts, ſiſters, and wives, 
All driving as if twas a race for their lives? 


Has d'Orvilliers' vaſt navy invaded our coaſt ? 

Is Amherſt cut off at Coxheath with the hoſt ? 

Are the Papiſts in arms, and will give us no quarters 

For our ſtaunch Committee, who will never die martyrs ? 
Have the French beat brave Hardy, and ſail'd for the Thames, 
To bombard the Tow'r-ditch, and plunder St James? 

Why the devil ſuch queſtions ? you talk like a raver, 

And now there's no time for ſuch idle palaver. | 
Cox—coxcomb ! yield the road, or I'll break all your bones, 
The pi- pirate, trai—traitor comes, d—n him, Paul Jones. 
Thus bluſt'ring young Rheinard flew off like the wind, 
Bidding Dick to poor Tracy and Sweetlips be kind. 


NovcnaT wiſer, blunt Trim hobbPd on with the hubbub, 
Tt alarm bells loud tolling, the drums beating dub dub; 
Then beſpeaking ſmart Crambo, a comical mortal, 


He propos d the ſame query as they met at the portal. 
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| La 3. | 
Sar, . I pray you, an 


| Half the world's removing from Crail to Kirkaldie? 


The devil one reaſon I know, fave the fear 

Of Paul Jones a-coming to plunder their gear; 

And fear, when triumphant o'er reaſon, creates ; | | . | . 
A ſwarm of diſtractions, moſt troubleſome mates. | 

All nature transform'd, men, actions, and things, b 

And in ev'ry wild fancy an alarm bell rings: 

Not a mongrel ſchooner, half French and half Dutch, 

With cannons of timber, and ſtaff a broom ſwitch, * 

Can ſcarce peep in th' offing, when L—d what a drumming! 

All the devils of fireſhips from St Maloes are coming. 


But Pl! tell you the whole,—in the porch let us ſit, 


Oy one ty omen pes Fe 


Tov'vx heard what amazement has fd all the coaſt, 


Since the tidings of Jones by the laſt Wedneſday's poſt, 


When the Mercury, Courant, and Ruddiman's Gazette, 
Made the braveſt to tremble, and the leaneſt to ſweat ; 
Neither breakfaſt nor dinner, whilſt all in a rave 

At proſpects and loop-holes to ſpy out the knave. 
At the brawl of ſome children the multitude runs, 
And caſt away proſpects as they'd ſoon do their guns; 
My Lord rung for tea, hut was told it was late, 
That Tom, Jack, and Suſan kept guard at the gate, 


Tux bellman, toll, * . 
Proclaim'd in his terrors, ©* n | 
Paul Jones is a- coming! a brother departed! 
Heaven ſend us the lown from the gallows well cated: 
Paul comes, toll de roll——G— ſend to his temb, 7 
Toll toll de roll, brethren, to bis burial you'll come, 


. 

At three he is coffin'd, let me ſee. Jones ſo bold 
Has jumbl'd my brains, forget what I've told. 
Toll, toll de roll, — come honeſt wives of this town, 
And rant at the dairgy. Death throttle the lown.” 


Tux cadgers from Leven in continual retail, 
Cry'd haddocks, and Paul Jones with twice twenty ail ; 
Being aſk'd why the fiſh ſold ſo dear? they reply'd, 
They had ſneak'd off from Jones with the yeſterday's tide ; 
And the Frith's full of ſharks; we can't venture our bones; 
L—d ſend them their breakfaſt, the paunch of Paul Jones. 
Then belab'ring their beaſts thro' the boroughs did go, 
Crying haddocks, flukes, Jones, and the devil knows who. 


Taz Parſon defend us! at veſpers did hector, 
Slap-daſh, honeſt Paul., whom he prov'd in his lecture 
Was breathing out ſlaughter, and threat'nings moſt rude, 
To plunder the church, and be foul of her blood. 

Then ſtrange! in a twinkling exhorted moſt gravely 

To hold faſt with Paul, and to combat it bravely, 

To ſubſcribe to his faith, his conditions, what not, 

Tho? friends, life, and country were gone to the pot. 

| The hearers, aghaſt, note the parſon's new tones, 

But ſupposꝰd it was dotage, or r Squire Jones : 
Well read in the ſcriptures, our Gentiles and Dons 

Cry curſe on all traitors! he's in league with Paul Jones. 


By this ſober ev'ning lighted her ſtarry trains, 
And we needed ſome dozing to ſettle our brains; 
But no reſt for the wicked, after ſtrong ale and ſkate, 
For the drums of patroles did moſt dreadfully beat. 
All ſhoulder'd their pitchforks, ſans breeches, ſans ſhoes, 
And our caſe, by great George! was (till Halkerton's cows; 


Fas” 


4 | L 4 1 
For our train- bande, like yeomen beef. eaters, did cram 
Their paunches with roaſt beef, geeſe, capons and ham; 
They ſwore how Paul Jones came by night like a thief, | 
With full nine hundred blue-gowns all begging relief. 
They rummag'd all cellars, rum, brandy, ſtrong ale, 
3 Then ſwore *twas to bribe this d—n'd Jones to ſet ſail. 
©. | The waſte of one watch-night will ne/er be forgot, 
3 | 3 _ While jovial Will Ged=—s can chalk down one pot ; 
” LD | And (till Halkerton's cow, when we're ſtripp'd to the bones, 
© A i Should we plunder the lieges, or be plunder'd by Jones. 


. SLow dawn'd the grey morning, as if all affright, 

F And half way diſperſed the terrors of night; 

But the terrors of day put all hearts in amaze, 
Soon as Jones? bloody banners like comets did blaze, 
When with full flying ſails and grim portals of death, 
Cramm'd with cannons and cut-throats to ſhorten our breath, 
He brav'd the whole nation ; from the May to Lins irbes, 

I trow there were ſcarcely ſix pair of clean breeches. 


1 ALL. was hel hurly-burly from Leith to Dunbar, 
With trenches, palliſadoes, and long guns to ſhoot far; 
Out march'd the briſk ſailors to man their platoons, 
ST”: All ſweat, duſt, and foaming, in march'd the dragoons, 
In dread of Paul Jones and his horſe-ſtealing lowns. : 
Bold Sp&oW LE from the Caſtle, with his true Britiſh thunder, 
Led his myrmidons ſkilful to rend them aſunder: 
Brave NAPIER advanc'd with his marine command, 
Who mounted the breaſt-work, and dar'd them to land : 
© Gallant SkæENR, with bold EnGL1sH, and CAaMPBELLs from far, 
Under martial Aporphus arranged war: * 
, They planted vaſt mortars and cannons by ſcores, 
And ARGYLE's CALEDONIANS did brandiſh claymores | 


_ 


| E 

Like ſcythes of grim death: . Bring the dogs within reach 
Of true Andrew Ferraros, and we'll make them ſtretch, 
With their beards to the ſky, as in Quebec's fam'd field, 
Or bloodier Tournay, where thouſands did yield.” 


Tnus marſhaPd the ſoutherns: The north coaſt of Fife 

Was full as reſolv'd for the King and their life: a 
But they wanted the means: and you know *twixt ADOLPHUS, 
SKENE, Firs, and the arſenal, a horrible gulph is: 
They had neither whingards, ſmall-arms, carronades, 
And but fourſcore militia, who had only cockades. 

Aroug'd at her danger, Firz arm'd thro? her coaſts 
Her freemen and train bands, moſt terrible hoſts, 
With the beſt arms ſhe had to defend their own poſts. 


SHE muſter'd her tanners to curry French hides, 
Her glaziers, who'd make the light ſhine thro! their ſides ; 
Her bands of true ſeamen to take in their fails, 
And hundreds of grocers to pepper their tails. 
Spruce merchants and tay lors, who ſeldom ſpare quarter, 
Unleſs it was aſked, to lend Jones a halter ; | 
Brave ſalters and colliers to roaſt them to cinders, 
And farmers with flails to bethreſh them to flinders; 
And nailors with red ſpits to put them in pains, 
And blackſmiths, with hammers, to daſh out their brains. 
The bakers proteſted they'd burn them like wood; 
And the butchers took oath they'd be foul of their blood, - 
The ropemakers promis'd to ſhorten their breath; 
Tobacconiſts, chandlers, to ſtink them to death. 
The barbers in ſuds ſwore to cut all their throats, 
And the maltſters and brewſters to boil them in pots; 
St Criſpin declar'd they ſhould die in their ſhoes, 
And the tapſter, each pirate ſhould drink as he brews. 
Our ſcriv'ners and lawers, who belt ſcribble and brawl 
In their cups, and well paid, pled arreſtment for Paul; 
B The 


The carpenters, bloody bands their adzes and axes 


Moſt horribly brandiſh'd, to hew them to ſtakeſes. a 
Our C——y gave over to Satan the whole 'em; 
Arch dominies would laſh their Jus maribus ſolum. 


Our oyſter-wives vow'd, with ſharp whittles like leeches, 


To cut up the purſes they wear in their breeches. 
The ſpinſters inſiſted to ſpin their laſt thread, : 


And weavers to warp a huge ſhroud for the dead ; 


The joiners gave coffins, the maſons a tomb; 


And the bellman would gratis jowl to their laſt home ; 
The ſkinners would flea them, the ſurgeons diſſe& them, 


And the De'il, after all, would never reject them. 


Tu us array'd rank and file, with a few ruſty beavers, 
That had once been in Flanders, with pitchforks and cleavers, 


Wich fluke-rakes, and pioughſhares, and ſpades that caſt peats, 
They march'd on with kettle-drams, with fleſh-hooks, and ſpits, 


All like devils in front came the pitmen with mattocks, 


Brave ſailors with cutlaſh, and ſpears they call boat-hooks : 
Alas! for their ſtandards it matter'd not much, 


They diſplay'd ſome check'd aprons from top of broom ſwitch- | 
With the hammermen's fierce corporations in rows, 


And woodmen with axes, who give parting blows, 


In the rear roar'd the Cuſtoms, who live by ſuch Dons, 


G— s curſe on collectors and ſmugglers like Jones ! ! 


Vo this the French Admiral, all in a heat, 


Sub a great oath our boroughs to rubbiſh he'd beat; 


In dread line of battle, his bloody flag ſtreaming, 
He hung o'er our ſhores a moſt frightful careening ; 
With gun-ports wide open, and decks full of men, 
Which belch fire and death, like a dragon in den; 
With matches all lighted, athwart us he rides, 


To rake up our vennels, and ſcour our backſides. 


— 


Twas no time to parley, ſo off went the poſt 
Every hour for 128 to help the north · coaſt. 


1 C 7 1 : ] 5) 
K1NGHORN and brave DYSART begg'd 2 few carronades, 
Some muſkets and bay nets, themſelves had cockades ; 
But no bounds to their zealous petition, 
Becauſe they were all in a ſcurvy condition ; 
Therefore they demanded full five hundred mortars, 
With five hundred chambers to be their ſupporters; - 
And five hundred cohorns to ſhoot from Path-head, 
Wink the like from the Pans, till d—d Jones ſhould be dead; | 1 
And five thouſand muſkets ( tis in print) to befriend them, 
With five thouſand Fencibles, —when Ab o Lyn us could find them 
Pray ſend theſe well guarded by Stirling, d'ye ſee, : 
For nothing eſcapes while this thief keeps the ſea : 
Negled not ſome waggons with powder and lead, 
And we'll find you Jones either living or dead. 
© By ſove! they are loyal (ſays Commander in Chief), 
But tell them! we know where to truſt ſuch relief.“ 
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MEANTIME the beſt part of the day mo ſpent 
In kindling Jones? matches to give his guns vent ; 
Yet our houſes and churches had been buried in duſt, , 
But the people confided in Omni potent truſt. 


FirTyY thouſand were praying, when up ſprung the breeze 
Which ſweep'd like a tempeſt Paul Jones to the ſeas : 
And may the STRONG ARM which has reſcued this coaſt, 
Confound all his councils, and humble his boaſt ;_ | 
And ſend harmleſs TxaDzRs all ſafe from his clutches, 
And Jones ne'er return till his nead M 2 lurch is. 
Then may our brave Jon NsTONE with fiery ſhips match him, 1 
And blow him in air till the greedy ſharks catch him; 
Till ſea-wolves and ſea-horſes rive out his penches, 
For fright'ning good folks with his Popiſh. bred Frenches. 
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PAUL JONE 5s: 
OR THE 
FIFE COAST GARLAND. 
4 1 POEM. | | 
Aar I 


| A our modern tragedians their lamentable ſtory 
Of Kings and great heroes cut off in their glory, 

Their downfalls of nations, and lovers in pairs, 
By ſword, grief, or bolus, to diſtance their cares; 
Their hubbubs of Creſſy, Boſworth, and Macbeth, 
Their drums and loud trumpets, the heralds of death, 
Are wont to conclude with ſome farcical jeſt, - 
With the Knight, the Reprifais, Petrucio's mad feaſt; 

All to conjure the ſullens brought on by a ſwarm 
Of pitiful ditties, which do us much harm: 
The Muſe, through this part of her rude pantomine, 
Copies after her betters nor is it bad whim 
To force a ſhort laugh, now the rover is gone, 
By ending our ſong in a comical tone. | 


No law's againſt laughing; we this way may ſhow, 
Pious thanks for the ſtorm that diſperſed the foe ; 
Cheer up and be merry ! there rides in the ſtrand 
A fleet which does challenge all Dunkirk to land : 
Beſides, we're inſtructed care ſhortens our days, 


That laughter is phyſic, contentment is praiſe. 


And 


CF I 
Aud droll honeſt Toby, who ſmok*d' and did quaff 
lis bumpers of humour, bade every man laugh: 
In his preface to CHATHAM told that witty head, 
The more, PIT] you laugh, you'll add more to your - thread ; 
You'll eaſe every burden the ſhort way you go, 
And not lightned with mirth, you'll be weighted' with woe. 


Bravo ! itis time, almoſt half thro? my ſong, 
To bring in what you ſee PVe forgot all along. | 
Some queer epiſodes to my piece, —PFll ſtake wagers, * 
You'll ſay I have borrowed them all from the cadgers: 
But cadgers can tell truth like moſt gentler folks, 
And the ſtory's abroad, — ſo no more of your jokes. 


IT chanc'd the arch pirate rode cloſs by the Ainſters, | 
As he call'd for a Pilot to. govern his main- ſteers. 
And the K=—, who moſt earneſtly look d for brave N 
Suppos'd 'em his friend, after Jones ſent a- poſting. 
He mann'd his new barge with choice ſeamen in haſte, 
To beg his friend's preſence to dinner at leaſt; 
And two caſks of powder with ball in a ſack, 
To ſhoot the falſe pirate ſhould he ever come back. 
For theſe marks of favour not eaſily repaid, 
He ſent him his ſteerſman, the firſt in his trade. 


THr1s meſſage deliver'd, Squire Jones took his pilot, 
The beſt on the ſalt ſeas that ever did toil it. 
Gave his kindeſt returns to the K—— and his L——, 
And his friends and his chiefs would not fail to be ready 
To take a good dinner :— As for the K——s billet 
Anent ammunition, he largely ſhould fill it; 
For fuch warlike purpoſe he ſent them aſhore ; 
you! a couple of hogſheads—he could not ſpare more. 


Taz K=—, all in raptures with Johnſtone ſo near us, 
S for a feaſt like to King Ahaſuerus; 
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But little ſucceeded thro! madneſs of joy, | 

To think how ſecure from Paul Jones his annoy. 

With brandy | in bumpers and ſtrong beer in tankards, 

The kitchen was flowing a cellar of drunkards ; 

Bluff Cooky, deep fuddled, made hog's meat for ſtyes; 

He bak'd his Weltphalia's and boil'd his minc'd pyes; 

The turkeys he ſpitted, guts, garbage, and gall; 

Sous'd pullets with ſwine-ſeem, ſoot, cinders, and all; 

-_ ils cramm'd his choice tarts with hog's lard and hog's ordure, 

Then ſwore © Ne' er was Emperor ſerv'd in ſuch order.? 
And ſeaſoning with oyſters a ſtink and Cayenne, | | ; 
He dan d in his cloſet till Aer bell rang. a | 


BuT deglecüng a at bs tuck. 3 in old e 
Soon burnt his new breeches and hips to a cinder: 
He bounc'd up a flaming Veſuvius in view, 
And turn'd, in jack motion, like fire-works which ſpue 
Flames red, blue, and yellow; as the various contents 
Of combuſtible mixtures explore their events. 
The fcullions, with water, oil, brandy, explore 
This dire ſalamander, he flam'd forth the more; 
Then all giving back —for aſſiſtance was vain,  ' | _ , 
Like a huge ball of wild-fire he roi'd to the main; 
A comet perihelion in his vortex he dre, ö . 
Garden, ſtables, and ſtack- yard, which blaz'd as TP flew. 
Till the ſhipping in flames, Jones failing ſuppos'd, 
Theſe the works of deſpair, hen his tricks were expos'd; 
This nothing to Cooky; with ſpirit and firife, -* 74 2 996 0/ 
Still he ran; *twas a trial by fire for his life: at eic bn 
Till plump o'er the pier-head, unwilling to die, 
He 'plung'd in the ocean,—the ocean did fry. 
_ [Next the houſe all on flames from the regions below. — 1 
«Ye gods, cries the K their d——d powder will. blow, 
And my friends meet deſtruction far worſe than the foe.“ 


We 
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All hands to prevent ſuch a dread blaſt of thunder, 

They rend down partitions and tear walls aſunder 

With mattocks and levers undermin'd to the ground, 

The whole weſtern gavel ruth'd down with loud ſound ; 

Till they got at the hogſheads, the cauſe of their fear, - 4 

And all pallid and ſhaking bore the powder off clear; 

Twas then all too late, half the manſion being burn'd, * 
And the reſt, for prevention, to ruins half turn'd ; _. | Y n 
The ſervants all melting in torrents of ſweat, 

The Lady and viſitants in fits at their feet; 

Their mirrors and paintings, and cabinets broke, 

Too late they diſcover'd the infamous joke. 

One bulk rotten cabbage, the other lime · ſtones, 

And thus our French rovers too wile for S— —. 


FirsT amuz'd them with ſtories of Johnſtone—palaver ! 
Six hundred miles diſtant bombarding of Havre: 
Then purchaſ'd a pilot the beſt man could crave, 
For. ballaſt and bulks co be ſunk in the wave: 
Themſelves helping Jones to moſt chriſtian return, 
By guiding their country to waſte and to burn. | 
And to make ſwift diſpatch of the work while afar, 
Jones carried deſtruction to Leith or Dunbar, 
In the roaſting of Cooky, like a heritic ſcullion, 
They melted their plate to Corinthian bullion : 
And laſtly, to mimic the barbarons Danes, = 
To rubbiſh and ruins knock'd down the remains. | 
So much for this epiſode.—Now for another, 
Youll ſwear the contrivance from Jones or his brother : 
When firſt he approach'd, (the land void of protectors), * 
In the craniums of many roſe hideous conjectures. 


Some ſuppos'dꝰ em Eaſt Indians; ſome ſuppos' d D*EsTAixG, . 


Having vanquiſh'd us once, came to ſmaſh us again; 
a | LT | Some "aw 


* 
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Some ſuppos'd *twas Hopkins, with his tatterdemalllons; 


Some ſuppos'd them JoHNSToNz with two rich Spaniſh galleons; 


Some ſuppos'd it was Hay to recover his loſſes, 
And teach Commitee-men to take-up their croſſes; 
Some ſuppogd'it CHanLes, with a powerful French hoſt, 
To recover by ſtrangers, what by ſtrangers was loſt; 
Some ſuppos'd it Moxocco efcap'd from his halter, 

To ſign the new treaty for the Straits and' Gibraltar ; 
Some ſuppos'd it the Eu YNNE ss, in princely parade, 


Come with Admiral GREIG to a Scots maſquerade ; 


Some imagined one thing, ſome imagin'd another, 
You'd proteſt that all fancies run wild without ler. | 


Bur the ſtrangeſt conceit that e er ein man's brains, 
Was of three Fluſhing cutters to vend their bad gains. 
And this whim, like lightning ſhot thro” the ripe corn, 
Involv'd half the country, by taxes o'erborn. = 
This roug'd the Fair Traders, kept all in a roar, 

That three d——d'interlopers ſhould cheapen their ſtore ; 
Themſelves had their brewings, and fear to be croſt, 
Help'd on the deception to their country's ſole coſt; 
And pour'd your ſtaunch corſairs on the northern coaſt ; | 
A band of miſchievous amphibious creatures 

Of landſmen, exciſemen, and ſneaking tidewaiters, | 
Aſſiſtants, expectants, clerks, cuſtom-houſe lowns, 
With, to warrant houſe-robb'ries, a troop of dragoons ; 5 
Who live upon plunder, a rare motley band! 

All the foul plagues of Egypt to eat up the land ; 


Like the knave of Eraſmus theſe vapour'd thro? Fife, 


Bold robbers, with warrants, and crying, Stop thief. 
Such a ſtorm of foul weather encountering with Paul, 


Like the Maelſtroom of Norway, the D- and all, 
Made uproar infernal like the ſacking of Troy, 
Or Arabian Huſfars caravans to deſtroy. 


In 
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In | vain did the google ty GW Geat-iagigs, ry 
Theſe lighten'd their purſes, and plunder'd their luggage; 
Twas the ſame to the lieges to remain or retire, 

Twas from Paul Jones to-pirates, from frying pan to fire. 
On pretence · of purſuitig out contraband ſeizure, 


E 
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Theſe ſtopped: all chaiſes, and rummag' d at pleaſures 3 — 


And tho? not unſeldom they met with their matches, 


They made no ſmall purchaſe of ſpoons, rings, and watches, 
And paid for them too ample barter right often, 


Their fleſh, bones, and blood, for the pelf which they got in. 
Too little, you ſay !—They might purchaſe like Paul: 


I ſmock you !—'twas long ſince they barter'd their .—l. 


But hark Peter's penny-poſt bell, tol de rol, 


Down ſtreets like a ſexton's grave ſummons doth jol. 


And 'Pve promis'd to the printer my crambo to ſend, 
Trimly finiſh'd for preſs; but Pm far from the end: 
All bejaded with rhiming, I cannot attend. 

Paul Jones and his bel{man ring a peal in my head, 
Half dozing—and ſcribbling what few care to read: 
To examine their ways and amend their bad lives, 
Knaves lord it ſhort ſeaſon, but honeſty thrives. 
Each. paſſing bell warns to prepare againſt death; 
To balance books fairly before out of breath. 

All mankind eſpy out the flaw of their heart; 
Amend it, good neighbours! before you depart, 
To conſult your beſt health, a moſt Chriſtian part. 
And ye who bewail conſtitutional flaw, | 

That av'rice ſhould rob under ſanction of law, 

The orphan, the widow, the loyal, the brave, 


Honeſt mariner fighting his country to ſave; 


Of ſome paultry ſhip-ſtores, may my doggrels awake; 
To correct ſuch abuſe of the times, for the ſake 
Of our ſtate, our religion, and freedom at ſtake. 


D | Jolly _ 


. 


* 


* l * * 


34 Ly 88 =; . 
5 4 "a 1 14 1 
* Wi . FY : | 2, * 


Jolly tar wich freſh ſpirits will ſmaſh us proud Dons, 
Ik protected at home from theſe plundering Jones. 
Ne confidence cement a poor diſtracted nation, 
When trade, merchants, ſeamen in every ſtation, 
See the public preferr'd to th? enriching of lourdons, 
And ſailors protected to threſh us theſe Bourbons. 


Bur the penny-poſt tolling, I break off my rhimes 
In the middle ;—no fear, you'll have ſubſequent chimes. 
Here ! Penny-poſt! fellow convey me this packet”; 
Friend Peter, if miſſing, ſhall be ſmooth tomohawkit : 
d Here's for you a ſhilling : Cry diſtinctly, rough lown, 
„ Who defames my blunt rhimes clinch in rhimes through the 
„„ x 


END OF THE SECOND PART. 
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FIFE COAST GARLAND: - 
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A HEROI-COMIGAL POEM. 


PART III. 


1* our ſecond Cantata Paul Jones being fled 

From the Texel to Dunkirk, to get a warm bed, 
With ſome ſalve and ſome plaiſter to heal broken head; 
For his ſteerings and bearings, all flimſy conjecture, 
The muſe gave in crambo a tale and a lecture 
On our ways and our times, not a ſquint upon both, 
As many amongſt us will take Bible oath : 
And now in the third part intends to proceed, 
Of critics and pirates not greatly in dread. 
So well furniſh'd a ſquadron ſent down for relief, 
Part guard-ſhips in Leith roads, part after the thief, 
On a dangerous cruize; give our war-ſhips their gree, 
They're not overfond to beſpeak him by ſea, 


Since Serapis and Scarb*rough paid dear for their tropes : 


Far better to ſleep with whole yards and whole tops, 
Than with rigging, ports, quarters, all beaten to chops : 
And yet *tis the fame of their warlike appearance 


* 
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Which procures us at Forth ſuch a peaceable clearance. 


Therefore let the ſtory proceed in its cue, 
When Jones comes again we'll have other ado, 


Rich GRlpus, o'ertaken by night on the road, 
For he fled like a patriarch, with twelve waggon load; 


— 
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A“ Be rode, like Lord Anſon, encumber'd with treaſure, 
3 Thro perils of Spaniards, his fear mix'd with pleaſure; 

Silo carting his goods and his riches in boxes, 

— Falſe lowns gather'd round him like corbies and foxes; 

Mn es And ſhouting Paul Jones, to bethicken their plot, 

And claſhing bright claymores, ſeiz'd Gr1y by the throat: 
cc Blood and thunder, you dog ! the plate your trepanning, 
Elſe we'll blow cut your brains at the month of a cannon,” 

Convulſing with horror of Jones, from his ſeat, 

GR1P roll'd on his knees, as he thought, at Paul's feet, 
Crying mercy! for J ga plain gentleman farmer, 
With his fam'ly from Fife, to the pariſh of Menmore; 
e Choak the liar with your flambeaux! does he treat us like fools» 
Bear a hand with his boxes ; they are not foot-ſtools.” | 
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In pangs of deſpairing, Gir roars, Take my wife, 
Take my daughters and all; ſpare this box and my life.“ 
Cut his throat, Captain Fury !”—< Sir, he tenders a parley :” 
“Then, d -u him! for once we will deal with him fairly. 

An exchayge, honeſt GR1Þ! take your wains, wife, and doxies, 
(The largeſt diviſion), and well take the boxes. 

Haſte on with your waggons, and freedom, but know, 

Five hundred purſue, who wont part with you ſo : 

A thouſand hard guineas wont redeem you, rich whoreſon ! 


If once they ſhould catch you, —go hang without parſon,”” 


Orr went the mock pirates the riches to ſpend ; 

Sad GR1P all bedung'd, with his briſtles on end, 
. Deep curſing Paul Jones, and the day of his birth, 
*2 A moſt ghaſtly wan ſpectre uproſe from the earth; 

| And calling his ſervants, his wife, and poor girls, 

11 | W bo had perch'd on the trees like a parcel of ſquirrels, 
31 Bewail'd his ſad loſs—** Theſe misfortunes come double; 
N f | I muſt be conceal'd, elſe I bring on worſe trouble ; 


Three 


1 . 
Three thouſand good pounds on my head they have ſet, 
And the cut - throats purſue, I am caught in a net: * 


Any hamper, good Dobbin, or convenience, you know, 


Where your poor plunder'd maſter may hide from the foe.” 


- Save your honour from Jones, and bleſſings on my thought, 
Says Dobbin, you ſhall hide in this girnel Pye brought; 
There's nothing within but my Lady's poor cats, 

With the tarriers, and Snipſnap new whelp'd with her wo, ; 
They will do you ne harm, and your honour ſhall be 

Ouite ſnug from d—d Jones, and as warm as a bee. 


In kennel'd old GR1P, all beſtinking thro? fear, 
And had doz'd ſcrimp an hour when new Jones did appear. 
Honeſt Dobbin bid the ladies and maids take the wood, 


And leave him to deal with invaders ſo rude. 


Then whiſtling and brauling the praiſe of October, 

He whipp'd on his mares like one not very ſober, 

Till theſe ſham thieves ſaluting with“ D—n your eyes, ſtop,” 
He was forc'd to leave whiſtling and ſhorten his rope : 
«Your plate and your caſh, or your blood, you old dog! 


Rich GRIPUs's carriage ſhall not ſteal off incog. 


Good Dobbin gave ſmooth words, and begg'd leave to broach 
A caſk of rich Nantz, but they knock'd him off his coach; 
And began a grid plund'ring for dollars and plate, 

Whilſt GRipus alternately ſtunk and did ſweat. 


Burr the treaſure was vaniſh'd, tho? they ſearch'd every nook, 
Burlt open ſcruitores, and their trunks all unlock; 
They had better paſs'd by, as the ſilver was gone, 
For they met with their match, as the ſtory goes on. 
This falſe Jones exploring all corners, cheſts, vents, 
Brought an enormous cloſs-ſtool, with all its contents, 
3 Plump 
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Plump o' er head and ſhoulders, his lieutenant aloft 
From the top of a waggon, (his fall was not ſoft,) 
Reel'd ſplaſh in the horſe pond : exploring the kegs, 
Two ſmother'd o'er ears in a hogſhead of eggs. 
jones a ſearch in the chaiſe-boot his daring arm thruſt, 
Where Jowler lay dozing, and like butter cruſt 
He munch'd off three fingers; the ſtaunch band had ſwung * 
To rummage Gnip's kennel, heavens! what a peal rung 
Of cats, Gx Ip, and tarriers, whelps, bitches in ſquall, 
Like the Devils and Fauſtus in queſt of Sir Paul: 
All mad with their ſword points, with eyes like live coals, 
Whelps, bitches, cats, tarriers ſprung forth from their holes: 
And a legion of furies burſt fell from their priſons, 
Theſe tore out their eyes, and diſmantl'd their phizzons; 
Then claw'd off their noſes, and hung by their wizzens. 

Brave Dob with his 1 roo knock'd down Dillon and 
| Jones; | | 
Then flung them to Snipſnap, who ſnap*t off their ſt-s; 
Ever ſince both their wives have deſerted the drones. 
The reſt, like logicians, than worried beſt yield; 
Left Dob, whelps, cats, tarriers, what they won, a clear field. 


— 


His ladies, and maſter, and hunters put right, 
Dob took up at Maryburgh his quarters that night, 
And talk'd till a- bed of this terrible fight. 


And now the plain muſe having finiſh'd her jeſt, 
Treated Crambo and Trim with a bowl of the beſt, 
A warm night-cap, ſaid ſhe, is moſt ſov'reign for reſt. 
The glaſſes briſk circling, ſays the muſe with a glory, 
Honeſt friends! ſure the world can't grudge me this ſtory. 
A few ſquibs of fun meant to baniſh dull care, 5 
To conjure with humour theſe dumps of deſpair, | 
Begot by Dame fancy of whimſical air. 
AND 
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AND firſt as to Paul Jones, whom thouſands call ume, 
A traytor, a pirate, a congreſſional ſlave, 
The laws of the land will advert on his crimes 
If taken he beſt had repent him betimes. 
Yet mark — he's a ſcourge in dread Providence? hand, 
To humble the pride of an impious land, 
Our private reſentments, the Pharaſee's part, 
The work of a partial degenerate heart. 
Our fins and our cowardice better to own, 
For Jones has accquired immortal renown ; 
His fame and his courage thro' Europe are flown. 
Yet droop not, bold Pearſon ! thy laurels ſhall grow ; 
 Oferpowered by crouds, and ſe gallant a foe ; 
With civic wreath ComMMERcE thy brows ſhall adorn : 
Like Sampſon, thy loyalty and vatour new born, 
With thy friend gallant Piercy for the battle ſhall glow, 
And 'ere long pour revenge on proud Bourbon laid low. 
But think you the Muſe rather bold in her ſtation, 
To gibe Scottiſh courage aſleep thro? the nation? 


They deſerve it, quoth Trim ; a moſt daſtardly coaſt! 
= Two pirates with ſcarcely four hundred at moſt, ? 
To invade hundred thouſands, our daughters, our wives; 
Beſide Jones, there be many that want oyſter knives. 

But they pled want of arms: ſhame ! when ought is to do 
l 0 the rotten rags of pop' ry, we've numbers I trow, 
And purſes and arms; hence they won't truſt us now. 


The phrenzies of bedlam once up in the brain, 
Church, and ſtate, and religion may reaſon in vain, 
Great Britain once threat'ned won't truſt us again. 


The church and ſectarians, li ke brethren all one, 
Fell a. dancing, mere dupes, to an old popiſh tune. 
PERSECUTION 


0. 


Or fave the laſt ſixpence to purchaſe a rope. 
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' PgnstcuTION for Consciexce exploded full ſure 


By all, ſave the ſcarlet BaBYLONIaN WHORE, 
Theſe clergy who fiſh troubl'd waters, you know, 
Td catch filly fiſhes by canting and ſhow, 

With air filPd their bagpipes to ſkir! and ſquall, 
*Gainſt popery, Pretender, the d—1 and all, 

And to purſes LONG EMPTY for money did call. 
Fermenting their minds in a mad conſternation, 
But blinding their eyes to the ſtate of the nation; 


Crying, © Peace! like falſe Jezebel, Brethren, all's well, 


Since we've frighten'd the court from their ſcurvy repeal,” | 


"Whilſt our conſciences tell us *twas never ſo ill. 


All the nations of Antichriſt triumphant in plot, 


Our rights, laws, religion, all poſting to pot; 


Half the empire revolting, our fleets and our hoſts 
Perin'd up in Belaigre, to ſave our own coaſts 


From a dreadful invaſion which threatens the land; 


Vet none of theſe braggarts will ſtretch forth a hand ; 


To combat the zEAST no falſe prophets will ſtand. 
Their faith like their courage: All Antichriſt ſtirs it; 
And mark, the knaves cry, We war only in th ſpirit.” 


- Should Dunkirk be on us theſe dark nights, G— knows 


Who will muſter with courage to beat off our foes; 
They will give us (who doubts it? ) moſt terrible blows, 


There's no want of arms, but of ſtomachs to fight, 


Our ſportſmen could pop you their boat-fulls outright. 


But if we wont ſtruggle when our all lies at ſtake, 


The beſt league with Rome that we can let us make— 
A league with Jones, Bourbon, D—1, Pretender, and Pope, 


by 


Trim anſwers in-logic, but give me your thought 


Of the ſecond part, Crambo,—does it ſeem as hard wrought 2 
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It ſeems, on fuy bonheur bot jeſts on 3 
Are grown ſtale ſince they lent their beſt pilots to Jones, 
After all, it is plain to the world, you jeſt, 
No Baronet had ever a larger atteſt: 
In honour, good ſenſe, hoſpitality rare, 
And loyalty tried, there are none to compare. 
No hearts are more true in King George's dominions, 
Than the clan of the AinsTEzRs ;—your jeſts for poſtillions, 
The burning of Cooky,—a jeſt plain, G.— bleſs him! 
Should ſcaldings betide him, the fam'ly will miſs him. 
Then as for your Cu/toms, the tale's not your own ; 
Some coxcomb projector ſpread the news thro? the town, 
As a Dutch plot to-run our drain'd eaſury down. 


PRIME Honoux now-a-days mid ExacTors holds place, 
With the public conſent ſince her faireſt born race, 
Prudence, candour, FonzZARANcx, attempr'ing the laws, 
Truth, learning, and Genius prop the national cauſe. 

To encourage bold ſeamen, and man a brave navy z 

When our nation, religion, and fam'lies, God ſave ye! 
Hang by one ſingle cable, this hope you will not SE 

Let av'rice cut ſheer like a popiſh bred plot, 

For ſome ſtore from the lockers: which having once plunder'd 
From poor orphan fam'lies, we're ſadly beflumber d; 


Some brave failor's wife and ſix children, the rogue, 
He ſwills it at home from the Cuſtoms incog. 3 
And leaves them in win ter to ſtarve like a dog. 


Nor juſtice, nor mercy, nor policy here, 
That their fam'lies be ſtarving while mariners ſteer 
Thro' the rough winter ſeas, with the winds all a roar, 
To fave King and country from the combining pow'r 
Of dread France and proud Spain. O vr ! who preſide 
At the TaBLES of JUSTICE ! impartial to guide 
go CE F The 
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The progreſs of COMMERCE, attemper che laws 
With deciſions of prudence ! the general cauſe 
Of the ſtate, church, and nation, demand this REL1zF ; 
The receipt is ten thouſand times worſe than the thief. 


The Muſe has empilloried the poultron who thrives, 
By robbing our ſhip-boys, brave ſailors their wives, 
Of ſome ſcurvy flaſks, for their children and lives. 
| Such knaves deſerve hanging :—Yow've only, in ſport, 
Expogd their mean actions, and threatened them fort; 


Oyſter whittles may cure them who rob in ſuch ſort. | 
Then fill to the cvsToMs, and reach me the ſtandiſn; 
Let me ſcribble the Oyſter Wives? Letter to SANDWICH. 


„ Heay'a bleſs Earl Sandwich, and ev'ry brave Lord, 


«* Who meſs at your high Admirality Board”. 

Thus I'd fcribble like lightning, —but ah ! all forlorn! 

The poſt rides expreſs !—how the rogue winds his horn! 
He's vaniſh'd ;—Lord Sand wich will marvel—no letters 
From my nymphs of Newhaven !—how with envy our betters 
Are burſting ;—ho ! boy ! whiſper Sandwich in's ear, 

&© My Lord! by next poſt from your Doxies you'll hear.” 


END OF THE THIRDPART: © 
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IF E COAST GARLAND. 
PART IV. 


Containing the OysTER=-Wrivegs of NEwHAVER“s 
LETTER to LoRD SANDWICH. 


| ks bleſs you, EARL SanDwi1cn, and all your plain 
Lords, | 

Who meſs at your high Admirality Boards 

| May your health and proſperities never retrench, 

For guarding our coaſts from theſe Papiſts the French : 

And keeping d' ORvILLIERS' vaſt navy, they ſay, 

As harmleſs as Dutchmen, all fiſhing w ith tray, 

Our ling, ſprats, and pilchards, in Burlington bay. 


How croak'd the French frogs when tough HARD TXNVTE's 
| ſquad Ee | 
Bid the capons begone, or he'd give them a ſwad 
As they ne'er felt before, tho? you look as far back 
As the wars of Franc Drake, or our true Engliſh Hawke. 
The poltroons ! how they run, as they ſay, into Breſt, 
One half a. la- mort, and the other gut-preſt, 
For ſurgeons and glyſters, frizeurs to repair 
Their damage, with plaiſters, pills, bags, and new hair, 
To vamp it at Maloes, Nantz, Paris, Angere. 
; LEwIs 
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Lew1s boaſted thro* Europe, he had ta%en it in head 

To eaſe G of a crown grown as heavy as lead, 

To eat oyſters with Jonxs at the mouth of the Tweed · 

Now frog ſoup at Marli is ſweeter by far ED 

And ſtinking with civet, LR WIS cannot bear tar; 

How face our bold GORE with his black ſhips of war ! 

I trow all your Marquees of France did bep—ſs em, 

Archbiſhops gave thanks to their ſaints that they miſs'd em: 

While our ſoldiers and ſailors from Shields to Ives Strand, 
All braving the © N loud dar'd wipers to land. 


And now, warm at reſt for the winter, 1 boaſt, 
Like ſwallows, with ſummer, to reviſit our coaſt; 
While your Lord/pip's preparing, my . 
Our ſquadrons to ſinge gloſſy feathers and wings. i 
Black and bold, Hearts of Oak, to berend 'em aſunder, 
And ſhake * and Spain, as of old, witk their thunder. 
Guardian angels of Britain! ſhield your Zordſhips from harm! 
Till your fleet charge the ſcoundrels yard arm and yard m; 
And burning and ſinking ſuch hell- plotting ſlaves, 2 
Rule the ſeas, as befits *em, proud lords of the waves} 


O! for ſuch an æra, and ſurely tis near, 
(If Juſtice dire&s this terreſtrial ſphere), 
When ſome- Hero ſhall riſe like the heroes of old, 
To reſcue his country ;—vindictive and bold, 
Like the angel of vengeance, condutting the ſtorm 
Of thund'ring invaſion, their ſhores to deform. 
Like MaRxL RO“ in battle to brandiſh her ſward ; 
The lightning of heav'n to firike down the proud: 
On the perjur'd, inſidious, Antichriſtian throng, 
To take full revenge for his country's: wrong. 
A new Howa Rn, to fire the Armada of Spain; 
A new Russ R L, to whelm hoſtile France i in the main.” 
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O ! for fuch glorious conflict! to pierce heart and head 
Of the Arctoin Dragon devoted to bleed; 

Sworn foes of religion and freedom to bind 

In chains, for our country, by Bourbon deſign'd: 

From yoke of worſt tyrants to ſet Albion free, 

Wide to reign, firm nen mighty Queen of the Sea: 


Cry pardon ! for all this Rrangs preface I'm writing, 
For Doxies accuſtom'd to butter a whiting. 
Tis time, with permiſſien, my Lord, I reveal 
What ſome, not your friends, have preſum'd to conceal ; 
How we've all been reduc'd to moſt ſcuryy condition, 
Since Bourbon truckl'd in with their d coalition; 
From Ber vie to Birehills, Buckhaven, Craigforth, 
To the Ferry, Cockenny, Fiſher-row, and Alemouth, 
Not a ſmack, ſail, or wherry, by George | could ſteal forth, 
'Thro? dread of theſe Tartars :—then, L—d! what a fret 
In our markets for cods-head, for oyſters, and ſkate, 
Ceckles, lobſters, and lampreys, for your bucks and high brides ; 
You'd ſwear ev'ry dame on her fiddleſtick rides. 
And this but a prelude to what did enſue, 
Our ſhipping beplunder'd by a d—d popiſh crew, 
Who took ſwinging ranſom, but rummag'd our ventures ; 
Could you catch us the dogs, how we'd whittle their tentors * 
For nabbing our luſty bed-fellows, who lie 
At Breſt and St Maloes, like hogs in a ſty, 
While we, thro? theſe cold nights, toſs, tumble, and cry; 
Or mad, like wild randies, muſt pig in the hatches, 
With the firſt bold invader who twirls our latches. 


And now this d—d Scots French American pirate, 
Has invaded our fiſh'ries three months at a fine rate ; 
And all in the Forth made an hurly; the like 
Never known ſince Thurot fought us off Sillerdyke : 
. | G | : For 
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For the inſolent ſcoundrel came up with two tides 

Ass high as Inchkeith, where the King's navy rides; 

And threat'ning both ſhores with his cannon and flambeaux, 
Made this horrible fray I've ſet forth in my crambos. 

When plung'd in defpair,—no aſſiſtance at hand, 

- We reſoly'd to lay waſte, like wild Waſhington's band, 
Ships, houſes, and harbours we could not command, 


Then, my Lord, what a clamour ! The? I had the lungs 
Of five hundred fiſh-wives, and five hundred tongues | 
From Wapping or Billingſgate, *twou'd never afford 
To relate how they hector'd Admirality Board. 
And charg'd all their fears, ſhame, and loſs on your head, 
Like ſome plunder'd gameſter abufing his creed. 
And, in troth, when your Lordſhip impreſſed our tars, 
Our landſmen and craftſmen, to fight in your wars, 
That we've ſcarcely a hand left to tug at an oar, 
Or handle a fail, but is nabb'd for the Nore : | 
When our huſbands, our ſweethearts, and brave chopping lads, 
All ſorn at Spithead to repleniſh your ſquads, 
*Tis but an ungrateful return, as they ſay, 
To leave us for corſairs of Dunkirk a prey : 
Who threaten our town-ſhips with faggots and thorns, 
Our daughters with rapes, and our huſbands with horns. 


Believe me, my Lord! tho? the devils were brawling, 
There could not be half ſuch a d—d caterwauling ; 


— May I ne'er hear the like—I'm not old in my calling. 


Convinc'd, my Lord Sandwich, you're honeſt and true 
To your King ard your country, I anſwer'd for you. 
I have long been in love with your blunt honeſt way, 


With che Buard—and the Parliament ;—1 never vurſt ſay 


So 


1 
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So before to a Lord do not blab it to Jack, 

And ere long I ſhall viſit Spithead in my ſmack, 

With rare oyſters and choice wares to ſtrengthen: your back. 
Nor flout hearty kindneſs, attempting to fay 

Her beſt, holding all your gainſayers at bay: 

Nor deſpiſe common talents; more wit may adorn 

Blunt Kate of Leith Hockley than ſome better born. 
Buckhaven's fam'd college did teach me to read; 

Leith, dancing ; Cockenny, my thimble and thread : | -— 
At CraigforthT learn'd muſic : my {kill in debate = 
Is nature improv'd in a fiſh-monger's ſear. | | | 2 


WHAT can you (ſays I) fay againſt my LoxD SanDw1c# 
And the miniſtry ?—to a croud who were railing outlandiſh. 
They've carried not ill in their troubleſome ſtation, 
With zeal and with honour, and love to the nation, 
America heavily mourneth the day | 7 
She rebell'd; both her fleets, ports, and trade falPn a prey, 
While HARD keeps Antichriſt's bullies at bay. 
' Eaſt India redeem'd from the Gallican knave 
Triumphs in his name thro” the eaſtern wave; 
_ And our weſtern iſlands invaded by France; 
Reinforced, ere long may return them the dance. 
And the en'mies of Britain ſo many and ſtrong, | L 2 
Well drubb'd by your navy; knock under ere lang, 5 
5 


For what, ſays I, breaking my oyſters, to ſome, 
From whom you'd ſuppoſe better language might come 
What may not, ſays I, we exped from your Lord hips, 
Bravely daring invaders with thirty and odd-thips, Fl 
And driving ARMaDa from the chops of the channel, 
Thro' fear of their bags, lace, and trowſe of fring'd flannel? 
What may we not look for, ſays I to a lady | 
Cheap'ning lobſters, and railing like any ſtreet cady, 


| ws 

From your Lord/hips conducting all ſafely to port 

Vaſt fleets from both Indies, and many a fort 

Of traders, brigs, tranſports, to New York or Cape Clear ; 
© From Leewards, and Hudſon's, and Laurence Riviere, 

From eaſt ſeas, and. weſt ſeas, and north ſeas a ſteer ? 


. WHAT think you, ſays I, archly counting my clink 
| For oyſters, and cockles, and ſoal-flukes, I think, 
And twelve caſt of lampreys would make you, I trow, 
Your Lordſhip as cadgie as a cuſhie-dow, 
And your ſweet-hearts extol you a youngſter, I vow ; 
What think your good Ladyſhips (I ſat thus alleek, 
In my ſtall, the throng liſt' ning to what I did ſpeak ; ) 
What think you, fair nymphs! of our Indian blades, 
Safe arriv'd in the Downs with new ſilks and brocades, 
New muſlins and chintzes to prink up your charms; 
With ſpic'ries and phyſic to heal all your harms. 
Never ſail'd ſuch a fleet from rich India's ſhore, 
| All glitt'ring with treaſures, with pearls, and with ſtore 
8 | Of moſt coſtly embroid”ries, the pride of the loom, 
To deck our bright beauties, and rival their bloom. 
While the French Pondicherries, Maurities, I'm told, 
All ſparkling with diamonds, with pearls, and with gold, 
| In our markets like mackrel and turbot are ſold. | 
3 + Sad Madams of Bourbon! in tears weep and wail, 
| | - , Your rare ventures a- ſelling at Margate and Deal; 
Richeſt tiſſues cry'd down like a yard of old fail. 
Your Havannahs, Manillas, Martinicos, you know, 
Being nabb'd, your dun beauties will make ſcurvy ſhow, 
Half naked at Paris, above and below. 
Sucn laurels, ſays I, ſhall adorn our brave fleet, 
A-ſcouring the ocean: every maritime ſtate 
Who invade us repaid with large loſs and defeat. 


And this at a time half the world in arms, 

To the pole ſouth and north, with moſt hoſtile alarms, 

To ſink the Britiſh nation; while inteſtine jars 

Devour us at home, the- worſt kind of all wars. 

The Stateſman who ſteers thro? ſuch hazy foul weather, 
The BRITANxNIA undamag'd, deſerves the firſt feather. 
Brawl on, peeviſh faction! with faireſt renown, 

His country ſteps forward to deck his civic crown, 

Throꝰ the ſtorm ſhe ſhall ſtruggle, and 'ere long in ſafe port, 
T truſt Heaven repay her proud en*mies in fort. 


Hank permit me, LoxD SaxDwI en, to tell in this ſcraw], 
How I tickl'd your Patriots with my wormwood and gall. 


WHAT right have you patriots ! railing on at ſuch rate, 
By ſupplanting your betters to murder the ſtate? _ 
Whoſe zeal burns to mend your own private condition 
Whoſe {kill only tried in a mad oppoſition ; | 
Who never ſhew'd ſpirit nor ardour in life, 

Save amid the wild ſtorms of political ſtrife : 

Where puffing and ſweating, deſcanting aloud 

On our loſſes and croſſes, to gull the blind croud, 
Like the blowers of glaſs, you unload the foul air 
From your lungs in compoſing mock baubles of ware. 


Can mere parliament drudges, ſworn in to oppoſe 
The Court right or wrong, be meet match for our foes? 
By valour and {kill to be tam'd in the field, | 
Too mighty for paſſion and malice to yield ? 

Says I, are you certain theſe patriots are wiſe 

To manage departments, to find out ſupplies, 

For a general war, or to win good allies? 

Have their firmneſs, {kill, patience, and ardour defied 

All hardſhips, like pilots who ſtem wind and tide, 

And wiſe by experience, if the crews lend a hand, 

Thro? the tempeſts will ſteer the ſtout veſſel ta land? RN 
H 


„ 


1 br, like the ape in che fab*lous relation, 
They would bluſter and blunder, and drown the whole nation. 


Bor you jeer upon men, cries a hunks from the erowd, 

Of whom ancient Greece and great Rome might be proud; 
The patriot virtues gild each honourable name, 

The love of their country inſpires them—ſupreme. 


THEIR pretenſions, ſays I, have appear d much of late, 
Since they ruin'd their eſtates for the national ſtate: : * 
Since the cauſe of Great Britain, warm zeal for her good, 
Like a hectic preys deep on their ſpirits and blood; 

And they, in return for their appetites keen, 

Would eat up * G——t G——GE and his people, I ween. 
Like epicures better from home things refrain, 

And riot on dainties of France and proud Spain; 

But enthuſiaſm of patriots was never their ſin, 


They lacked true hearts like the aſs in the ſkin. 


No patriots oppoſe in diſaſtrous times 
The rights of their country, nor brand her with crimes. 
Nor bluſter like bullies when matters go croſs, 
When the aids they prevented have brought on the loſs. 
To gull town and country, to mock public woe, | 
To divert our attention and ſtrengthen the foe, 
No patriots will ſquander the hours of reprieve 
On artful] enquiries, ne'er meant we ſhould thrive ; 


** 
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A certain Anceſtor of Bavins and Mzvius, tranſlating from ra 
* Niad, has this remarkable line: | 
Crudumque manduces Priamum Priamique pifinnos. 


Both king and people thou could'ſt eat alive. Chapman's Hom. 
And eat up Priam and his children all. Hobb's Hom. 

Let Priam bleed, i till you thirſt for more, 

Bleed all his ſons and Jlion float in gore. Pope's Hom. 


1 * 1 
To waſte precious moments which heaven beſtows 
| For defence, or for union to ſtrike deadly blows, 


In ſiniſtrous contentions, is ſacrilege rude, 
To betray the three kingdoms, and drain our beſt blood. 


No patriot, fays I, my Lord, all in a huff, 

For they made my heart broil with their inſolent ſtuff, 
So meanly diveſted of national pride, 
As to blab out all ſecrets, and unveil the weak fide 
Of their Parent, with impious deriſion to the foe; 
All the curſes of Hum be their portion below. 
No patriot repines when his country prevails, 
Nor prays for misfortune to weigh down her fcales ; 
Nor joys in the deaths of the free and the brave, 
Devour?d by the ſword, by the winds, and the wave. 
Nor ſummons his minions to his impious treat, 
To carouſe while his country, with tears of regret, 
Broods o'er heavy loſſes, their jeſt for debate : 
Nor from deepeſt calamities will arguments draw, 
To rail on like ruffians *gainſt nature and law. 
Their joy be their torment, like the devils of old, 

In pangs of deſpairing man's good to behold. 


BuT who's the black portrait? your ſaying, my Lord ; 
The mock patriots, I cry, who deſcant on your Board; 
The portrait of hundreds who impoſe on the nation, 
Having combin'd to involve us in deep tribulation; 

Who oppoſe every meaſure, and moſt what is good, 
Pleas'd with our diſgraces, nor leaſt with our blood. 


O glorious contraſt! here the Muſes all fail, 
No language can paint what true Britons muſt feel 
In their ſacred ſenſations—the PATRIOT TRUE 
Bewails his loſt country when factions enſue ; 

| | Ne'er 
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Ne er numbers her loſſes with rancour and art, 

And crocodile tears; they are ſtamp'd on his heart; 
Which weeps tears of blood, and with ſoul all on flame, 
He arms to recover or die for her fame. 

With filial compaſſion aſſuages her ſtound, 

And pours the ſweet lenitive in every wound. 

In the ſenate like JouxsToONE * he urges her cauſe, 
*Gainſt Bourbon and faction, and malice, which draws 
Clouds of envy, diſpell'd by the public applauſe. | 
In battle like Hot ſpur or Douglas ſo brave, 

He ſtruggles *mid carnage his country to fave, 

With glory triumphing enjoys her good fate ; 

With cordial deep feelings deplores her defeat : 

From her ſide, in worſt dangers, will never retire; " 
Like FARMER, devoted to ſave or expire, 

In fierce throat of deſtruction reſounds with laſt breath, 

My life for my country! and triumph in death! 


*% 


Tavs belab'ring mock patriots, I've tir'd pen and ſkull, n 

Vet muſt turn a new leaf, as my heart's very full; 
To write you what ſtrange catterwauling we keep, 

Gainſt miniſters, admirals, fleet and army aſleep, 
Whil'ſt the nation is fleec'd like a flock of tame ſheep. 
* And all this ado thro? invaſions of Paul, 
Says I, as I fat like a knight in my ſtall.” 
| How ill. grounded your clamours ! is it ſtrange in ſeven year 

The American rovers ſhould viſit us here? 


Commiſſion'd 


—— 


9 


* The Roman Orator never appeared more great than when warmed 
in the cauſe of his country; he declaimed in the manner following: No 
place ought to be dearer to you than your country : you are not to love 
it the leſs becauſe now deformed; it rather, upon that account, claim your 
pity—My life I will freely part with, but not with my country. Then let 
us love our country; let us obey our ſenate, let us conſult with good men, 
let us truſt our fortunes with the Gods,—but let us exert ourſelves; let us 

labour for glory and poſberity. Cic. Orat. 
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CoMM1$$10N'D by providence a ſcourge for our guilt ; 
They came not at random to vapour and tilt ; 
But to humble our coaſt for their ſins and their pride, 
And convince us what public diſtreſſes abide 
A moſt diſſolute age, ſhould th* omnipotent hand 
Of juſtice indignant be ſtretch'd o'er the land; 
And I fear times of judgment when Zion ſhall mourn 
In ſackcloth ; and flames from the bramble ſhall burn 
The cedars of Leb'non ; and ſpiritual night 
Return with deep ſhadows to quench the pure light: 
For chambering and riot, and ſchiſm, the bane 
Of a people, with pride and impiety reign 
Uncontroul'd thro? the iſland; while faQion's fell brood” 
Undermines church and ſtate, all remorſeleſs and lewd. 
Awake, ſinful nation ! repent of your crimes 
Of luxry and diſſention, the plague of our times; 
And unite with firm foul, and ſtrong arm, to withſtand 
Floods of vice, and fell Bourbon devouring the land. 
Turn all indignation and wrath as moſt due 
On yourſelves, bur refrain from this inſtrument crew; 
Of a nation ſmall hope when eſtranged from God, 
They juſtify treſpaſs, and ſpurn at the rod. - 
But ſuppoſing our grievous corruptions ſhould ceaſe, 
It is meet we partake of the public diſtreſs. 
The empire invaded, each diſtrict mult ſhare 
In rotation theſe hazards of maritime war. 
And had we degenerate from heroes of yore, = 
Caledonian hearts to defend her fam'd ſhore ; 
Some ſhare of that proweſs and valour fo ſtout, 
Which *whelmed whole navies and hoſts in foul rout ; 
When STEWART, BRUck, GRAHAM, led the battle with prides 
We would fear no invaſions like poltroons : Beſide, 
Lo xD SANDWICH has ſworn it, with all in his power, | 
To inſure you from dangers—what man can do more? n 


"x. l This 
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His life and his honour, and fortune's at ſake, 

And he gives them in pledge for his country's ſake. 
Thus I conjure their clamours, their fears and alarms, - 
That the Board and your Lordſhip ſhould ſhield us from harm* 


Excus me this warmth! Pm not prone to offend, 
And my crambos and crotchets ſhall jig to an end. 
So here in the name of the whole corporation 
Of Oyſter Wives and Fiſhers from Baſs to Leith ſtation, 
Of Fife and the Lothians, we know one another, 
Combining like maſons, like brother with brother ; | 
I crave this poor boon of my Lord and your Lordſhips, 
To order down quickly ane or two of your war-ſhips ; 
Your forties or fifties, as beſt you can ſpare, 
With' two of your thirties to make weather fair 
Thro? the drear nights of winter : your popiſh bred lowns, 
In two days from Dunkirk, could burn all our towns : 
But thus you'll defy them; if, my Lord, o'er the coaſt, 
You remuſter the brave Caledonian Hoſt ; 
Some militia battalions, ſame ſquadrons of horſe, 
Like your Engliſh, well train'd, would challenge all force 
Of dread Bourbon invaſions; thus ſafe from all harms, 
We'll bleſs you, and hug you faſt lock'd in ſoft arms, 
Tho? fiſhers, we're dainty, and want not our charms, 
There's jolly briſk Nancy, with tongue like a bell, 
Who ſings Hearts of Oak, and might Catley excel! ; 
With hair like a raven, and limbs which diſplay 
All grace in a hornpipe, Sue rivals Valoss; 
| With their ſallies of pleaſance and wit, to regale 
Your hours of amuſement, there's Delly and Vell; 
Sweet Sally who conjures all hearts! a fair thief ! 
And Grizel, ſmart dancer to tabor and fife : 
Could you viſit Newhaven tirſt new year's vacation, 
We ſhould ſhew you, my Lord! at our Leith recreation, 

. : Such 
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Juch paſtime and chear in a cabin fo neat, . a | 
You'd ſuppoſe it Cornelys or Ranelagh treat. 1 f 
In Leith ball room, my Lord, I would ſhew you ſuch dames | 8 8 i 
As you never ſaw dancing on banks of the Thames: "2 
> Myſelf from my ſmack will ſupply you with oyſters, | 
l No Colcheſter ever ſo full of ſweet moiſtures ; | 
They'll rouſe up your mettle, and make you a dad, f 
Should you only lie near, of a lafs or a lad: ( 
But, mark our conditions, —you ſend us protection, | 
And I will enſure you all hearts from defection. 4 
My Lord! you'll conclude from this rambling letter, | 
I am deeply in lave, and not ſhy in the matter; ] 
But unleſs you befriend us, we'll never conſent, 
We'll keep up our dainties,—my Lord ſhall keep Lent, 4 : 
More hateful than death to a proteſtant ſaint. ; 
Then ſend us the ſhips, for dread Dunkirk is near, ; 
And arm out militia,—none Bourbon will fear. | | 
On the word, I avow, of a true Scottiſh laſs, E EE ; 
Who never to King or her ſweet-heart was falſe; e | 1 
For my tribe I proteſt we will muſter a band, DJ „ 1 
Whoſe equals before never plough'd the Thames firand, | os ; 
To fight it, to board it, to ſteer, luff, or hand. 1 . ; 42 
Spreading cheſts and broad ſhoulders, their youth never broke J_ SE Ee M 
By lewdneſs : how Bourbon would bend to their ſtroke ! | 
Rough and loyal, their hearts all of freſh Britiſh oak. : 
My girls defend them! with lips like the cherry, 
So youthful and buxom, and ay making merry ; 
At felling their oyſters thro? Enbro? town, 
Swear never to face you; they ſay you're a loun. : | 
But my ſons, chopping lads, and rank ſmelling of tar, „ 
Are impatient to board GEORGE's black ſhips of war. 8 
In vending my wares with ſome balderdaſh chat, | | | 1 f 
To a duke and a ducheſ7, Lord this, and Lord that; ” 1 
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1 mide offer unaſk'd to the ſons of ſome peers, 
Of my brave chopping lads to be plain fuſileers; 
And beliey'd, as they ſay one good turn meets another, 


They would make my lads corp'rals as ſoon as a brother: 


But our dons, all ungrateful, may rummage the jails, 
And the d—1s with brimſtone may pepper their tails; 
And my wenches in crambos ſhall ſing them to rags, 


How they flout king and country—yer truth are no wags : 


But your lordſhip is honeſt and loyal, I'm told, 

And my blades ſhall be your's without bargain or gold; 
To fight for their country what heart can withſtand, 
When d 
Heav*n bleſs you! be kind to my boys like a father, 


Falſe friends make them ſteer thro' much hazy foul weather: 


And dl one ere  proſper*d who lent a baſe hand 
: To rob them,—they once. had both houſes and land. 
Brown Ch les, A—d, C „ ſhall be pillor'd alive 


In my verſe; their ſad ſhipwreck like beacons ſurvive ; 


An opprobrious triumvir decypher'd in rhimes : 
Take warning! ye knaves!—and redreſs us betimes. 


Mx Lord, with permiſſion theſe crambos I end.: 
On your roils for your country all ſucceſs attend ; 
May the year ſet unſullied, nor Britiſh hearts know 
Former fears nor diſtractions, but riſe on the foe, 
As their oak gathers ſtrength from the forreſter's blow, 
What time moiſt Aquarius fair Satellites ſhine 
Burſting bright with the year from the ſouthern brine; 
Where Rarry-ey'd Pegaſus ſeems thro? the ſky, 

With the /wan and the Iyre of great Orpheus, to fly; 
Meet ſong for immortals which never ſhall die : 
Your marine conſtellation full brightly ſhall glow, 
Wich rich ſpoil. of proud Spain in Manilla laid low, 


Or Mauritius! thy diamond crown forced ro bow. 


* 


d papiſts, like locuſts, would eat up the land. 


. 

Wurxn Sol with his fire-breathing courſers beſide 

The bright ſons of Leda up the zodiac ſhall ride; 
High flaming with Cancer or the Nemean rage, 
By that the Britiſh Lion his foes ſhall engage; 
And vanquiſh in ſome glorious conflict as erſt, 
His aſſociate great Herc'les bruis'd the radiant creſt, 
Of the dread arctic Dragon, that heavenly ſign, | 
With prophecy” myſtic ordain'd to divine, 
How the foes of fair FREEDOM and TRUTH, with foul train 
Of Antichriſt, rebellion, and parricide flain ; 
Like the beaſt and falſe prophet of old ſhall expire, Fa 
By fair England's ST GzoRGE, and be burned with fire. 


Nor think I am maudling or propheſy vain, 
Becauſe in ſome crambos I've better'd my ſtrain ; 
When the viſion's accompliſh'd P11 ſing with voice clear 
Such a ſong as your Navy Lords never did hear; 
_ Meanwhile you'll accept from Leith Hockley retreat 
Theſe ſcribbles of crambo : Your friend, 


OYSTER KATE. 


| Newhaven, October 3oth 1779. 


THE END. 
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